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TO AMORET
AMORET! the Milky Way Framed of many nameless stars! The smooth stream where none can say He this drop to that prefers!
Amoret! my lovely foe! Tell me where thy strength does lie? Where the power that charms us so? In thy soul, or in thy eye?
By that snowy neck alone, Or thy grace in motion seen, No such wonders could be done; Yet thy waist is straight and clean As Cupid's shaft, or Hermes* rod. And powerful, too, as either god.
1 Waller's enormous reputation has dwindled almost to nothing in the course of years* Contemporaries speak of his ease and polish, but nowadays "Go, lovely Rose** and the charming little poem printed above are t in the desert of his collected verse.140                    EDMUND    WALLER1
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